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grope me. 


Author's Notes: 
Italics are thoughts. 


He's been praying for a gig less day for weeks. But now that there is one his restless limbs won't let him enjoy 
it. He decides to make a beeline for the kitchen to, once again, stare aimlessly at its pathetic offerings. 


Fuck. 
Finally, a day off. No gig. No glam. And no fucking girls. Not even any parties to go to. 


Fuck! 


He wanders into the kitchen prepared to fix himself a mayonnaise sandwich, when his view of the refrigerator 


is blocked by a narrow chest and stray red strands of hair. He looks up somewhat absently. 


"Hey, Cliff." 


Cliff huffs in response, staring at him in a way that makes him feel like the old days. Like his cymbal just fell 


over for the umpteenth time. 

"What's your deal?" 

"Um..." He looks down as he ponders what he might have done to piss off Cliff of all people. "What?" 

Cliff doesn't seem to notice his confusion as he plows on. "Look, Lars, this is getting out of hand, okay? | mean, 
we're supposed to be a band. Bands stick together, man. They don't let petty bullshit like this get in the way. 
We're gonna make it, right? Isn't that the plan?" 


"Um, yeah." He replies nervously. "Hell yeah, that's the plan. Why-" 


"Then what the fuck? Please, tell me that you realize that James is into you just as much as you're into him 


and that you're just having a time of it with the teasing but that you'll stop because you care about me?" 


"a He so eloquently responds. "What are you- Are you fucking serious? Why would James-? What makes you 
think-" 


"You've got to be.." More huffing emphasized with nose pinching. "The way he's always staring at you, maybe? 
Or the way he never seems to unglue his eyes from your ass?" 


Aside from the slight pride he feels, apprehension begins to sink in just as he's filled with hope. Getting what 


he wants is a thousand times better than wanting with no hope of ever having. 


"So, what do you expect me to do?" He asks since Cliff seems to know how this episode of "Pixie and Jay" will 
play out. 


"That's easy. Go find him... 
Nods enthusiastically, "Okay." 
"and let him feel you up." 


Lars is ready to laugh off the suggestion when he stops short at the beaming pride on Cliff's face, an echo of 
his own before it was horribly tickled and put to shame. 


"Don't give me that look. You know you want to. | know you know you know you want to." Resolve colors him 


intimidating enough to make Lars agree. 


Not before he makes one more futile effort. "But." 


"No, Lars! Sexual tension hurts bands. Crumbles them from within. Tears everyone apart. I'm beggin’ ya man 


Don't hurt me with your love." 


Lars' face is convulsing in shock, possibly on the verge of cardiac arrest when a curious, "Hey, guys what's 
going on?" startles him from his stupor. 


"James! |. Um. Cliff said. That" Stop. Breathe. Collect. "He said that" 

Cliff quickly takes the reigns as he turns to James. "You, sir, have got some groping to do’ 
Then saunters off 

Now its James’ turn to join the gaping party. "What was that?" 


Lars shrugs and turns to him to nonchalantly reply with, "I don't know. It's Cliff" Only to feel, "Grope me." 


reach the air instead. 

James continues to gape as his mind fills itself with images of Lars! compact body flush against his own. 
"You. Want me to. Wait, what?" 

Takes a breath to repeat only to nod and inch closer to James while his mind inches closer to overload. 


James trembles when Lars hands come into contact with his chest, moans with loss when they move and just 


about dies when Lars takes a hold of his wrists and places his larger hands on the seat of his ass. 
‘ve got a hand full of Lars’ ass!" He mentally exclaims, his brain on the verge of possible implosion. 
The cushion of it molds itself into his hold and his cock pulses with the weight of it. He kneads at it once and 
feels Lars begin to rub against him, purring and writhing. "Enough bullshittin’ around," James thinks as he uses 


his upper body strength to lift and he feels strong legs wrap around his waist. 


The bedroom is all the way upstairs. The couch is all the way in the living room. So, the nearest wall will have 


to suffice. 


Holding both of their weights against the wall, James leans in for a taste of cupid's bow lips while they begin 
to grind wildly against each other. 


Meanwhile, outside of the nearby window, Cliff hands a joint over to a shell shocked Kirk. 
"You were right. | can't believe you were right. How did you know? 


He fully intends to nonchalantly reply with, "I don't know. I'm Cliff" Instead he leans in to nibble on a sun kissed 


earlobe. 


When wide brown eyes turn to him, hope lighting up their depths, he grins around a huskily offered, "Grope 


me." instead. 


